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~— dare gura Maritis. 


Hor. 


vertifer yefterday at a Coffee-houfe near 
y, St. ‘fames’s, I heard a Dialogue between 
8 fome Perfons of Diftinction, which enter- 
£ taind me very much, and made fuch an 
Zak impreflion, that I committed it to Paper as 
{oon as I return’d to my Lodgings, 
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Sir Charles Conftant. Lord Lovejoy. 


Sir Ch. And fo I can’t prevail on you, my Lord, to be one 
of our Party this Evening ? 
Tord L. No faith, Charles, you muft excufe me, for I 
I have promifed Swkey Slammerkin to {up with her to night, 
and a Man of Honour you know can never think of break- 
ing his word. 


fA Sir 











Sir Cb, Fie, my Lord, never boaft of your Honour, I be- 
feech you, if it is to be maintained in fuch company. 

Lord L. Nay, Charles, prythee don’t be fo fevere upon the 
dear, little, delicious Toad.—I have fcarce feen her this 
week and 

Sir Ch. If you made a refolution not to pay her another 
vifit, my Lord, it would be the beft you ever made in your 
Life. 

Lord L. Why, Sir Charles, do you never go to a Girl? 
can a Man of your fpirit and vivacity feaft every day on the 
features of a wife? | 

Ser Ch. I always find a tich Banquet at home, my Lord, 
and affure you, by all that’s good, that I have not been to a 
Girl fince my Wedding-Day — I have too high a notion of 
the Marriage-State, and too great a regard for my Wife. But 
fuppofing that was not the cafe, I have too great a regard for 
my Character and Conftitution, 

Lord L. My Charaéer, Sir, is as unfullied as yours, let me 
tell you, and my Con/iztution, for aught I know, as found. 

Sir Cb. Iam glad to hear you fay fo, my Lord: then you 
have had better luck than you deferve: excufe my freedom: 
but I own I am forry to fee you who have fo fine a Lady, 
leave her for a Creature compofed of Vice, Folly, Impudence, 
Affectation and Paint. | 

Lord L. Why my Wife is feldom at home, and when the 
is I hear no complaints: we have feparate apartments, and 
are therefore never troublefome to each other. 

Sir Ch. I am very ready to believe indeed my Lord, that 
her Ladyfhip has but little reafon to complain of your trou- 
bling her with your Company. But what fhe would do, if 
fhe knew you neglected her for Mifs Sufanna, or any other 
Gentlewoman of that Stamp is another point. 

Lord L. Why faith, Iam apt to think fhe woud’nt make 
herfelf uncafy about my Intrigues. 

Sir Ch. Then you muft give me leave to fay, my Lord, 
that fhe is ftill more valuable than I always deem’d her; 
and I am the more aftonifh’d that you can flight and dif- 
regard fo much worth. 

Lord L. By Gad now, I don’t fee any thing fo extraordi- 
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nary in my Wife, let me perifh if I do, She is diftractedly 
fond of Auctions, Operas and Plays, Routs, Ridottos and 
Mafquerades; and whilé fhe is diverting herfelf one way, 
fure I am at liberty to amufe myfelf another. 

Sir Ch, You make no difference then between going to 
Sukey’s, and going to Lang fora’s? 

Lord L. Not I faith. — 

Sir Ch. Why then, we will fuppofe, only by way of Con= 
verfation, that my Lady fhould have as ftrong an Inclina- 
tion for a pretty Fellow as you have for a pretty Girl, and 
receive him in her private Clofet, while you are toying with 
Mifs Slammerkin. 

Lord L. What do you mean, Sir? —-I don’t underftand 
you Sir, rat me if I do; — you talk Sir 
- Sir Ch. Doucement, doucement, my Lord. —We are only 
to fuppofe, you know. 

Lord L. S'death, Hell and Furies, Sir, but I won’t fuppofe 
any fuch thing. By Gad, if I had the leaft fufpicion of 
_ Sir Ch, Look’ee there now — A palpable hit by ‘fupiter : 
then pray, my Lord, permit me to afk you one Queftion, 
Does your Lordfhip really imagine that a married Woman 
who keeps a Gallant is more culpable than a married Man 
who keeps a Miftrefs ? 

Lord L. Undoubtedly. Why there can be nothing more 
devilifh than fuch a difpofition in a wife.— And I tell you 
plainly, if I thought mine had the flighteft tendency that 
way, I would 

Sir Ch. Hold, hold, my Lord: you need not be apprehen« 
five of any fuch treatment from her: but if conjugal Infide- 
lity would be fuch a Crime in her, it cannot, methinks, be 2 
Virtue in your Lordfhip. — Cuffom indeed authorizes our Sex 
to take a great many Liberties, which wou’d be cenfured 
with the utmoft feverity in the other; but that, I own, has 
fo little weight with me, that if I kept or even vifited a 
Wench, I fhou!d expect my Wife to put the Lex Talonis in 
execution, and entertain the firft agreeable Fellow fhe met 
with. — If Vice is unamiable in a Woman, it cannot be 
amiable in a Man, 











Enter 








The PRATER, 












































Enter Colonel Carelefs. 


Col, Your Servant, Gentlemen, your Servant. What News, 
what News? — what are you upon? 

Lord L. Upon Virtue, Yack, a thread-bare fubject, and, 
to increafe your furprize, Virtue in a Man. 

Col. A very extraordinary topic, indeed, my Lord, and the 
laft I fhould have thought of. 

Lord L. Ay, you are a happy fingle Man; but Sir Charles 
has been preaching to us married Wretches — However, 
Pll be fhot if you are not on my fide of the Argument. 

Col. Don’t be too fanguine, my Lord, — let me hear it 
firft. 

Sir Ch. Why indeed I don’t expect much from Carele/fs, 
but I'll put the queftion notwithftanding. —Won’t you al- 
low, Colonel, that the two Sexes ought to be upon a par 
after they are married, and that a Woman has a right to be 
falfe to her Hufband, if he is not true to her. 

Col. Ay, faith, I think fhe has, and therefore don’t intend 
to marry, Sir Charles, becaufe I love variety; for I fhould 
think it very tyrannical to make my Wife dine every day on 
boiled Chicken, whilft I feafted on Ragouts and Fricaflies, 
Ollios, Turtles and barbicued Hogs. 

Sir Ch. Why truly my Friend I believe your Dithes are 
chiefly Compounds, for which I who am a thorough admirer 
of fimplicity have no relifh.— And this is your reafon for 
not venturing upon a Wife? 

Col. Ay, Sir Charles, and a very good reafon in my hum- 
ble opinion. —What fay you, my Lord ? 

Lord L. 1 am not a proper Perfon to catechize. Colcnel 
you may as well afk a Man in the condemned Hole, how 
he likes his Irons. 

Sir Ch. Nay my Lord, Matrimony cannot furelh 
you fo miferable a ftate, for you have juft confefled 
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that you fhoud’nt mind her if the did. 
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Lord L, Not I, faith — But what the Devil, Charles, makes 


} ‘ea - © ' ~ . 
x7f\1 4 ‘tt4>had be P ees eea ty 4 oe ‘nN Danan oh aren and / 4 ane ] 
Ye eid tive Y wD AY a 


) ‘ . q 7% f ,y ; (y “NT 
at WY Cua SS8 aware } we Gee! CLL ne CO’. 
- ’ 
. 


, 
ee hanes 











| 
| 
| 
, 


Te PRAT E R. 71 


tamely with one Woman for Life, and all that filly tuff? By 
gad I remember you quite another fort of a Fellow. 


Sir Ch. I was once, my Lord, a giddy, unthinking Crea- 
turc, and ardently purfued what I then falfely called Pleafure. 
— But I am now fenfible of my errors. — Reflection has 
opend my Eyes, and I cannot help endeavouring to make 
thofe who are engaged in the fame purfuits fee as clearly 
the ill confequences of them as far as I do. 

Lord L. But fuppofe they had rather be blind. — And to 
deal freely with you, Charles, I fhould’nt thank you for 
opening my Eyes only to look at a hideous profpect, which 
I knew nothing of before. 

Sir Ch. No my Lord — But if I faw you on the brink of 
a Precipice, I fhould think it my Duty, as a Man, to make 
you fenfible of your danger, and to lead you to a place of 
fafety. 

Lord L. Ah Charles, I am afraid I fee the Precipice but 
have not Power to avoid it. 

Sir Ch, Nay then, my Lord, you are much worfe than I 
imagined: for he who knows he acts wrong, and yet per- 
fifts in fo doing, is ten times more blameable than the Man 
who is only guilty through Ignorance. — But come, come 
my Lord, you will make ufe of your reafon by and by ; you 
are not fo incorrigible as you would make me believe. The 
kind attention which you lend to my Sermon (as you per- 
haps may call it) is a proof that you are capable of amend- 
ment. When a Man can bear to hear reafon againit himfelf, 
I have always a good opinion of him. 

Lord L, I don’t know how it is, Charles, but you have 
a very winning manner. 

Sir Ch. You pleafe me, my Lord, by telling me I have 
{uch a manner, but will give me more Pleafure by taking my 
advice, becaufe you will thereby convince me that you {peak 
fincerely. — Only try my Lord -+ I know it will hurt you a 
little at firftt— but who would not endure the pain of part- 


Ing with a rotten tooth to get rid of it for ever. 
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Lord L. Egad, Charles, thou art fo clever a reafoner, that 
let me die if I know how to refufe you any thing. 

Szr Cb. Since that is the cafe then, my Lord, give us your 
Company to-night. 

Lord L. Well, if it muft be fo, I agree. — Are we not a 
couple of ftrange animals, Colonel ? 

Col. Faith, my Lord, you will think me ftranger than 
either of you, when I tell you that Charles has almoft made 
me a Convert to Matrimony, and that I fhould be ready to 
enter into that State, if I could but find a fuitable Compa- 
nion for ever and for aye. 

Lord L. Well faid, Carelefi; — do, be one of us, and curfe 
me if I laugh at you. 

Sir Ch, The Colonel is not afraid of being laugh’d at, I 
dare fay, my Lord; he only thinks he may not happen al- 
ways to have an appetite for dotled Chicken. 

Lord L. Very good, Charles, very good; give me your 
hand — boiled Chicken Ha, ha, ha. 

Col. No, sdeath, ’tis not that neither ; for I do verily be- 
lieve, Sir Charles, that there are Joys to be found in a do- 
meftic Life fuperior to any other; andif I can meet with a 
Woman to my Tafte, who has a propenfity to like me, (for 
that’s the main point) I believe I fhall give her my Hand, 
Heart and Purfe but don’t tell every body what I fay 

Sir Ch. No no, we will keep your fecret moft reli- 
gioufly —- but come, my Lord, it grows late — fhall we be 
going ¢ Colonel your humble -—— 

Lord L. Adieu Carelefs. 

Col. Gentlemen yours. 
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